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The Other Side Of The Coin 


Author's Notes: 
We now know that the band split rumors were a load of ‘Phoney Baloney’ but what if the rumors were true?? 
What could have happened to make one of the most together bands want to break up?? Here is my alternative 


version of events. 


Dave's letter to the fans 


2nd March 206 


İt is with deep sadness | confirm that after 20 years | am putting this thing called Foo Fighters to rest. The Foo 
years have been the happiest years of my life, what a wild ride we had, what a fucking blast we had, but its time 
fo call it a day. 


As | ran around that recording studio back in 1994 playing every fucking note on every fucking track | never 
thought, not even for a single minute, that those few thrown together songs would lead to something so big. How 
the fuck did that happen? | look back fo those early years and I still find it hard to believe that anything ever 
came of four young men fucking around playing for shits and giggles. Sure we had issues, how many fucking line up 
changes did we go through in those first five years, but it was always the fans that kept us going The fans were 
always the heart beat of this band, you are the most loyal, die-hard, badass, bat shit crazy bunch of 
motherfuckers and | love each and every one of you 


Playing for you guys was THE best part of this adventure, | never tired of singing with you, never tired of the 
thrill of being out there with you night after fucking night. But its time to take that final bow and drop the curtain 
We're old men now, boring old farts who drive sensible cars, who wear slippers at home, who sit in our la-z-boys 
and read books on how fo create your own vegetable patch Foo Fighters was about fun, lots of fucking fun and 
although the fun never stopped our old bodies just cant keep up with if, we just don't have the energy to keep up 
with you guys anymore. It was a hard decision to make, the hardest fucking decision in the history of hard fucking 
decisions, but it is the right decision for us. 


So here we are at the end of the road, the end of the Foo road but the beginning of new roads for all of us. You 
will see us all again but not as Foo Fighters, that train has left the station on a one way trp to nofuckingmoreville 
and it is not coming back. We will all still be doing shit it will just be different shit 


On behalf of the band | want to thank you for your love and support over the last 20 years, we would never 
have made it this far without you, you made us what we were, you were Foo Fighters just as much as we were. 
You guys fucking rock 

Thank you for all those amazing memories. We will fucking miss you 


Dave 
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confirming that after 20 years together the band had decided to go their separate ways. All the members 


were excited about the future, they parted on good terms and wished each other well. 


Dave snorted a laugh, nothing could be further from the truth. Good terms? Only if good terms meant parting 
without actually killing each other. Wished each other well? Hal Wished each other to hell more like. The truth 
was that they hated each other and couldn't wait to be shot of one another. 


It hadn't always been like that of course, they had all been best friends at one point, more than friends in the 
case of he and Taylor, but somewhere along the line things had changed. He had always said he never wanted 
to the kind of band that had feuds, not like Guns n Roses or Van Halen, but that is where they had ended up. 
Dave thought back over the last few years, when did the in-fighting start? Where the fuck did it all start to 


go wrong? 


They had always been so close, he and Taylor had been lovers for years, and they were all like family to one 
another. It wasn't like work it was like buddies hanging out, brothers on a road trip, it was fucking fun. When 
the fuck had it stopped being fun and become a fucked up mess? 


It was Sonic Highways, it had started to unravel when they began filming Sonic Highways. 


After making Sound City Dave realized that the history of music was important to the music of today and he 
came up with the idea for Sonic Highways. He wanted it to be a love letter to the history of American music. 
He discussed the idea with Taylor who thought it was a great idea but impossible to do, a sentiment that the 
rest of his bandmates agreed with. But Dave knew he could make it happen, he worked hard to get the funding 
for Sonic because he believed in the project, and he made it happen. He had been so excited when the deal had 
been signed, he went home and hugged Taylor until he complained of not being able to breath, giggling as he 
showed the blond a list of cities they would be visiting during the filming. He spent hours, days, weeks, working 
out the filming schedule, arranging interviews, booking studio time, making research trips whilst the rest of the 
band did their own thing. Taylor had wanted to get involved but Dave was so immersed in the project that he 
had rejected his lovers help telling him he had it under control, telling him to go off and enjoy doing his own 
thing. 


By the time it came to the actual filming Dave had everything mapped out, he was directing all the episodes 
and he knew exactly what he wanted to achieve, all he needed from his bandmates was cooperation. Yet 
somehow during those month spent traveling from city to city getting their cooperation had become a battle, 
he had to push them to deliver, force the performance out of them as they became sullen and in Taylor's 
case belligerent. Editing was a nightmare as Dave sifted through the footage trying to find shots where the 
band at least looked as though they were enjoying the experience. And the music suffered. Sonic Highways was 
not the record Dave had envisioned it to be. The tv show was everything he had imagined it to be but the 
music was lackluster, the passion he had wanted to infuse the recordings just wasn't there and the record 


sounded flat and insipid. 


Then it was time for the tour. Despite Dave's misgivings about the aloum he was looking forward to the tour, 
the Foo Fighters were at their best on tour and this being their 20th anniversary year it was going to be 
something special. As a band they always had fun out on tour, it was hard work but they made it fun, always 
found something to laugh about, always ended the night with a few drinks to chill out. Sure by the end of a 
long tour you couldn't wait to get back home but you still felt sad that those fun nights were coming to an 


end. 


But even the tour was fucked up. 


It had started out fine. The first set of dates through South Africa, South America and Australia were 
amazing, it was like old times as they laughed their way through show after show, enjoying the shared 
experience of life on the road. But by the time it came to the first European leg the cracks began to appear. It 
was just little things at first; less time spent together during down times, less banter, fewer practical jokes, 


nothing big but just enough for Dave to notice that it was happening. Then Dave broke his leg and that was 
when the shit really hit the fan. 


After the initial shock of the fall, the subsequent surgery and the introduction of the Throne of Foo the 
whispering had started. Dave caught some rumblings about how he was gloating in the glory of his ‘hero’ 
status, how he was getting too big for his boots, or boot since he could only wear one boot with his leg in 
plaster, and how the whole show was now really ‘The Dave Grohl Show’. For the first few shows after coming 
back from his fall Dave had put on a slide show, a kind of show and tell section where he told the story of his 
leg to the audience. The crowds had loved it but his bandmates apparently had a very different opinion. 
According to them he was becoming a prima donna, pushing them aside to promote himself, becoming a 
conceited, arrogant asshole leaving them to be just the hired backing musicians. Even Taylor was muttering 
behind Dave's back and worse than that he was now taking his own hotel room, he said it was because he 
couldn't sleep in the bed with Dave's leg in a cast but Dave knew that was just an excuse. Dave was never 
much good at confrontation but he tried to talk to the band, he asked them what they were pissed at and holy 
fuck did they give it to him. 


They didn't feel part of Sonic Highways. They hated the tracks. They felt it was entirely Dave's project; he 
created it, he directed the show, he produced it, he wrote the music, he wrote the lyrics and they had no real 
input into any of it. This was actually quite accurate but Dave had not intended for it to feel so excluding, he 
was just so wrapped up in the project, so excited by the concept that he didn't really think about how his 
bandmates were feeling. Then Taylor had dealt him the killer blow, they didn't even feel part of the live shows 
anymore, that it was now all about Dave, his leg and the throne and they were sick and fucking tired of it. 
Dave was shocked, he hadn't broken his leg on purpose and the throne was just a way for him to be able to 
continue the tour not some kind of publicity stunt. He immediately cut the show and tell section from the 
show and tried to get them back on track, but the damage was already done. As the tour ground on the 
shows became shorter running down from the three hour plus shows they started with down to two and a 
half hours. The on stage banter was feeling forced rather than fluid and the after show chill outs were now 
individual events, it appeared everyone was sick of everyone else. The worst of it for Dave was the falling 
apart of his relationship with Taylor. The drummer spent less and less time with Dave and their sex life had 
effectively dried up, not that Dave could do much with his leg in plaster but he still had functioning hands and 
yet Taylor didn't seem to want to be touched. Dave didn't know how to make things right and he hated the 


feeling of not being in control. 


The tour hit Austin where they had a fairly long stay and Dave took the opportunity to try and mend some 
bridges. He arranged for them to record some new material, gave everyone free reign over the music, let the 
band dictate the direction The tracks were great, they crackled with energy and for the first time since 
recording Wasting Light they felt like a band. It helped, it breathed some life into the dying body but it couldn't 
stop the rot that was creeping through the limbs towards the vital organs, and Dave knew that the band was 


living on borrowed time. As the end of the tour drew nearer Dave became focused on trying to save his 


relationship with Taylor. They had kept their relationship secret which was something Taylor had always been 
pissed about so Dave became more open about their relationship on stage, he made out with huge blow up 
photos of the drummer and even announced Taylor as his lover, but like the Austin recording session it 


appeared it was too little too late. 


The band had travelled back over to Europe for the final leg of the tour and were playing in Italy when the 
Paris attacks took place. It left them all shaken and for a brief time they were a united band again, united in 
grief but not united enough to continue. They cancelled the rest of the tour and headed back home. Dave 
decided to release the tracks from Austin as a free EP, he wanted to give something back to the fans and he 
hoped it might help the band see what they could achieve when they just let things flow. They agreed on an 
indefinite hiatus, give themselves a few years to rest up, be apart and then see how they felt somewhere 


down the road. It was in essence a trial separation. 


As soon as they got back home Taylor was getting itchy feet, he set up some shows with Chevy Metal and 
Dave suspected it was so that he didn't have to be home with Dave. Christmas came and went, then they lost 
Lemmy followed by Bowie and some other well loved musicians. Dave found himself falling into a dark place, he 
was losing his friends and idols just as he was losing his band and lover. He needed Taylor to be there for him 
but he couldn't bring himself to ask for help so he suffered through it alone and allowed his resentment to 
fester. 


During an interview at the annual Drum Off in January Taylor declared the band were on an indefinite hiatus 
which at the time meant nothing but it would come back to haunt them a few weeks later. The band got 
together for the Grammys, the few months apart hadn't done anything to dampen the hostility and the 
atmosphere was strained at best. The men barely spoke to one another, managing only to make snide 
comments to one another and Dave's resentment grew as he smiled his way through photos and interviews 


with gritted teeth. 


Dave was asked to perform at the Oscars, he was flattered and accepted immediately. He excitedly relayed the 
news to Taylor but his excitement was quickly extinguished by the stony stare his lover gave him and that 
was when everything finally collapsed. Dave's resentment found its way to the surface and he berated Taylor 
for not being there for him, for not wanting to support him, for pulling away from him. Taylor lost his temper 
and accused Dave of putting himself over the rest of the band, of being self centered, of wanting a solo 
career and putting all of it above Taylor in Dave's order of importance. They argued for hours and by the end 


of it the trial separation seemed to extend to their personal as well as professional relationship. 


Dave never knew how the press got hold of the story about their argument, but the next thing he knew the 
internet was on fire with the story that the drummer was pissed at Dave and that, coupled with Taylor's 
‘indefinite hiatus' remark, lead to speculation that the band was finished As the days wore on the whispers 
became too loud to ignore and Dave called an emergency band meeting at the house he shared with Taylor. He 
knew as soon as they were all in a room together what the outcome was going to be, the folded arms, averted 
gazes and silence told him all he needed to know. It took only five minutes for them to agree that the band 
was finished. Five short minutes after 20 fucking years together. Dave couldn't wait to see the back of them, 
he felt his resentment solidify into loathing as they spent the next hour arguing about pay offs and 


settlements. Even Pat, who was the most even tempered person Dave knew, was letting his temper get the 
better of him and within 60 minutes each and every person in the room was at odds with one another. Dave 
finally called the meeting to a halt, he passed everything on to his lawyers and left the room without a 
backwards glance. He drove straight over to the media office and set things in motion for announcing the break 
up including writing his letter to the fans. By the time he got back home Taylor had gone, not only was the 
band finished but it appeared that so was his relationship with his drummer. 


As the announcement went live Dave was alone in 606 drinking whisky. He wandered around the rooms taking 
large gulps from the bottle in his hand remembering the good times they'd had here, the fun, the laughter, 
the love they'd shared. Tears fell from his eyes as he scanned the gold and platinum records hung around the 
walls, 20 years of making music was gone just like that and he felt lost. What the fuck was he going to do 
now? He didn't want a fucking solo career. He didn't want a directing career. He didn't want an acting career. He 
just wanted to be in a fucking band and make music with people he loved. But there was no band, not anymore, 
and not only that but he had also lost the love of his life, he had lost Taylor. The realization brought him to 


his knees. He crawled across the floor to the couch, hauled himself onto it and fell into a drunken sleep. 


He awoke to find himself wrapped in two arms with a warm body cuddled up behind him. He turned over and 
looked through bleary eyes into Taylor's warm hazel eyes. 


"You came back," he whispered. He was not quite sure if Taylor was real or part of some whisky induced 


dream. 
Taylor smiled and pushed Dave's hair away from his face. "I didn't come back, | never went away." 
Dave swallowed the lump in his throat. "I thought you'd left me." 


Taylor placed a gentle kiss on Dave's lips. "Just because the band is over doesn't mean we are. We don't need a 


band for there to be an us." 


The knot in Dave's stomach loosened and his heart felt lighter than it had done for months. "And us is all | 
want. | don't need anything else but you." 


Taylor chuckled. "You say that now but | am willing to bet that in two months time you will be off doing 


something. | can't see you as a house husband Grohl." 


Dave smiled. "You're right. | was never much good at sitting still but as long as there's an us | have something 


to keep me tethered." 


"There will always be an us, nothing in the world will ever change that. All the band shit got in the way of us, 


made us less together, it was ruining us but now its gone and its just us.” 


And in that instant Dave knew that Taylor had leaked the story about their argument, he'd started the rumor 
about Dave wanting to go solo and he had deliberately dropped in the indefinite hiatus comment. Taylor did it 


because he had wanted the band to break up so that they didn't have to. And Dave found he didn't care, Foo 
Fighters were a big part of his life but Taylor was his whole life. He pulled Taylor to him and wiped away the 


tear that rolled down the drummer cheek. 


Its ok T you did the right thing. You made the decision for both of us and it was the right one. You don't 
need to feel guilty, you did what you had to do. | would choose us too, every fucking time." 


